KABLOONA
These two bled for hours and left a stain on the snow behind the
gliding sled.
' We went on long after dark — without a word from me! —
and finally, after we had several times bumped into ice-cakes
and been obliged each time to disengage the sled, the wife
turned towards me and pronounced the magic word, 'Igloo!'
Ahead of us was a camp, and we could see through the snow-
houses as through frosted glass the glow of the seal-oil lamps;
distant and faint as always, but, as always, a sign of friendliness
and of life. Almost without transition we slipped into the hos-
pitality of the igloo and were embraced by its sudden warmth,
its radiation of the sense of family life, and were sitting shortly
amid the laughter and the snortings in a circle round which
great pieces of hot seal-meat went clockwise from mouth to
mouth.
We stayed here two nights and a day.  On the morning fol-
lowing our arrival I watched the men as they prepared to go
out sealing after a leisurely meal on waking.   The change in
tempo from the leisure of thek 'breakfast* to the speed and
agitation of their preparation for the hunt was startling. Just as,
in our cities, a downpour of rain suddenly alters the rhythm of
civilized man, so here men are precipitated by the cold. They
pass abruptly from the inertia of the igloo to the agitation of
the hunt, scurrying as if they had not a moment to lose; and
while the men are swiftly at work, the women are coining out
of the igloos with those things which are always remembered
only at the last second.  The hunters bend over to lash their
sleds, straighten up, look at the wind, scold their dogs, bead
down to their work again. Like all nomads, the Eskimos have
that particular faculty of being able to collect their belongings
in a flash and strike camp at the least sign of danger. This whole
community could have been away in an hour, leaving the igloos
clean, had the occasion for moving arisen. It is not only that
they were habituated to this; everything contributed to it: men,
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